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staff drew my attention to a square, plump
man with a square, plump beard.   He was
standing firmly planted in the middle of the
deck, at once at home and alien, that dis-
tinguishing trait of the travelling Frenchman.
He had not in the least varied his clothes.
He might have just been emerging from
his  bureau.   In fact he  was just emerg-
ing  thence,  as,  according  to his  custom,
he had been dictating to his typist all the
way from  Berlin  to  the  coast.   He  was
gently caressing his beard and watching the
mast of the vessel with speculative eyes.
'That's Albert  Thomas,'  said  my friend.
'Come, let me introduce you/   I was intro-
duced  and found him talking affably to
M. Lombardi, whom I took to be an Italian
delegate, so intimately civil were the two.
So much so that for two days I felt that I
had accomplished rather a diplomatic stroke
for Great Britian by attracting M, Lorn-
bardfs apparently favourable notice.   It was
typical  of the real democracy, which has
incorrigibly remained alive in France, that
M. Lombardi was in fact the very efficient
porter of the I.L.O.   Albert turned from his
rapid conversation with Lombardi to tap
me genially on the shoulder.   *Qa vous con-
viendra,'  he said, instantly subduing my
afiection with his warm blunt voice and his
warm blunt hands.   cMais regardez seule-
ment.5   I regarded as desired.   The object of